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Carter to Visit 


On Friday October 21, President 
Carter will be here in Des Moines 
to speak at a fund raiser for the 
democratic party. President Carter 
will be greeted by peaceful, but 
angry, street demonstrators. We 
here at the Worker House will be 


taking an active part in the street 


action that day. We invite you to 
join us so that you can voice your 
own concern. The action is being 
planned by and done under the 
auspices of the Mobilization for 
Survival. The Mobilization was 
formed in April of this year. Its 
purpose is to bring more fully to 
the public consciousness the grave 
peril that we face, nuclear 
holocaust. The Mobilization 
encourages all actions that raise 
the level of nuclear awareness. 
The action October 21 will be 
such an action. The key slogans 
of the Mobilization are the 
following: 

--Zero Nuclear Weapons 

--Ban Nuclear Power 

--Stop the Arms Race 

--Fund Human Needs. 
continued on p.5 


Discussions 


Part of the Catholic Worker 
tradition is the round table 
discussion where people join 
together to verbalize and clarify 
thoughts. The liturgy is celebrated 
every Friday night at the house 
(713 Indiana, one block north of 
University) at 8 p.m., followed 

by a discussion. 


Oct. 7: Property; Mike Smith. 
Oct.14: The Mobilization for 
Survival; Steve Marsden. 

Oct.21: Jimmy Carter Night; 
(This discussion comes during 

a scheduled visit by the President 
to Des Moines. As of press time, 
planning is not complete. Call 
the house for more information. ) 
Oct.28: The Catholic Worker 
Movement; the staff. 

Nov. 4: Women's International 


League for Peace and Freedom; 
Edna Griffen. 


Nov.11: Women in Parish Ministry; 
Sr. Mary Ann Foy. 

Nov.18: Vietnamese in Des Moines; 
Sr. Pat Scherer 

Nov.25: The Catholic Worker 
Movement; the staff. 


via pacis 


Rome Correspondent 
Letter from a friend 


Villa Stillman 
Largo L. Guanella, 3 
00165 Rome, Italy 


31 August 1977 
My dear friends, 


I have just received your latest 
message and I thank you very much 


Y 
Fritz Eichenberg 


for having me on your mailing list. 
I read it from beginning to end 
and I enjoyed it. Keep up your 
good work and give good example. 
I need not tell you that I feel 
very highly honoured by your 
naming one of your houses after 
me. I wish that I could have had more 
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time to drop in and talk with you 
and have a discussion as Ii used to 
do in the old days with Dorothy 
and Peter in New York. They were 
very close to me and both visited 
me in Granger way back in the 30's. 
They were great people and the 
ones who are their followers have 
certainly someone greater than 
themselves to look up to. 

Father Gorman drove me past 
Friendship House and as you 
noticed I did not get out of the 
car. It was not because I did 
not want to stop in but actually 
I could not wriggle out of the 
car because of my back ache. At 
a distance I admired your garden 
and I said to myself - I wish 
the Catholic Workers of Des Moines 
could find a piece of land a 
bit bigger than they have in 
the outskirts of town so that 
they could get to work and raise 
vegetables and other necessities 
of ite. 

I was the one that urged Peter 
and Dorothy to start their Catholic 
Worker Farms. It is a long, long 
story but a very interesting one 
as I look back upon the days of 
the depression of Megapolis. 

May the Lord bless your work 
and may you always be faithful 
to the great cause of peace and 
love of man. 

Yours in Christ the Worker, 


LG Ligutti 


The House 


> Hy 
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The Des Moines fall is upon us, 
or at least that's what I hear. But 
the trees around the Worker House 
have either not heard the rumor or 
their autumn costumes just aren't 
too colorful. For me its a let down 
from the southern Indiana spectacular 
(from whence I came 4 months ago), 
but maybe the word hasn't gotten 
here in the inner city yet. 

Nevertheless, there have been 
some colorful things happening 
here in the last month (although 
Sr. Eve's early morning cleaning 
does eliminate some of the more 
dingy colors around here). One 
is the return of Frank, ex-con, 
from his 30 day prison stay in 
Virginia. (See the last newsletter 
for some very colorful details 
of that episode). Attention and 
prestige has been his lot since 
he's been back, what with all of 
the talks and interviews. The 
rest of us are glad about the 
more mundane repurcussions of 
his reappearance on the scene-- 
namely through the sharing of 
responsibilities and decisions. 
We've also had to suffer through 
hot peppers cleverly masquerading 
as tempting dishes and other ever 
Surprising meals. Luckily, Mike 
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takes over the kitchen duties 
tomorrow. His concoctions are 
more predictable in quality. 

The new house now houses two 
of our more long term guests, 
Marion and Charlotte, in addition 
to Joe, Fr. John and Eddie (who'll 
be returning soon from a 3 week 
respite). We are close to opening 
for full hospitality, now that 
the bathroom leak has been mended. 
Thanks to all of you who have 
so generously contributed time 
and hard work to our Msgr. Ligutti 
House of Hospitality. We're 
presently using one of the up- 
stairs bedrooms as a prayer room, 
where some of us meet daily to 
share in prayer. It's a different 
way of interacting with each other, 
outside of the staff meetings and 
house activities. 

And speaking of staff meetings, 
with Fr. John's becoming one of 
us, Our meetings have taken on 
some shape and speed, in contrast 
to the formless and rambling 
sessions of the past. But, they're 
still not shapely or speedy enough 
for your taste, are they John?! 

An exciting thing for us whose 
Main concern is offering hospi- 
tality has been the return of and/ 
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or letters from some of our guests. 
To me this means they have accepted 
what we have offered, as little 
or aS great as it was, and that 
they have given to us, both during 
their stay and by saying "thank 
you and we like you" by returning 
or writing. I really feel good 
when I'm so obviously appreciated! 
Finally, some not so obvious 
happenings are going often 
unappreciated. First, there are 
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two marriages in the offing within 
the community: Jacquee Dickey to 
Frank Cordaro, and Joe Da Via to 
Kathy Miller. Dates are not set, 
but "promises, promises"have 
been made. And then there's two 
little furry beasts, Molly and 
Leopold, that sometimes accidently 
(or not so accidently) get loose 
upstairs. Really, they're only 
kittens, but their performances 
of cat-attack and fly swatter 
are hard to match in beastiness. 

Come visit us anytime. Hospi- 
tality is our specialty, although 
none of us do it the same way. 
so take your chances! 

--Ann 


October, 1977 


continued from p.2 


The goals of the Mobilization can 
be simply stated: 

1. Complete Nuclear Disarmament 

2. End of Nuclear Technology 

3. Funding of real Human Needs-- 
useful jobs, housing, health and 
child care, education, mass transit 
and safe energy alternatives. 

These goals are not indepen- 
dent of each other. Indeed, the 
three are essentially and 
intrinsically connected. The 
Mobilization for Survival is a 
coalition of all persons concerned 
with these goals. We here at the 
Worker are such people. Are 
you? 

On the 2lst we shall confront 
our brothers and sisters with 
these goals. No, demands. We 
shall secure a public forum and 
demand that basic questions 
concerning our ever increasing 
nuclear arsenal and our growing 
nuclear technology be put at the 
top of everyone's agenda. 

The planned action will include 
leafletting, sign-holding, 
vigiling and street theater. 

No civil disobedience is being 
planned. 

It is only through working 
together that we can change the 
world and insure human survival. 
Are we destined to be the last 
generation? Stand up and say 
no on October 21, here in 
Des Moines. If you want to help 
or take part call me at (515) 
243-0765 or write me at the 
Worker House. Peace! 

--Mike 


Variation on a familiar parable 


By Bill Charles 


A woman going away on a journey 
called her stewards together and 
gave them charge over her property. 
To one she gave five units, to 
another two, and to yet another 
one, each according to the person's 
ability. Then she went away. 

After a long time she returned 
and summoned her stewards together 
to give an accounting. The steward 
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SHE CAVE THEM 
CHAAGE OF HER 
P OPERTYH 


Bill Charles is co-pastor at 
Union Park Presbyterian Church 
in Des Moines. 
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who'd received the five units 
came forth and said, "You gave 
me five units. Here I have made 
seven units more, less a very 
modest amount." 

"Surprisingly well done!" she 
said. "Your reward will indeed be 
great. You have been diligent in 
small matters. Now I will give 
you charge of larger matters." 

The steward who'd received the 
two units came forth and said, 
"You gave me two units. Here I 
have made two units more." 

"Well done!" she said. "Your 
reward will indeed be great. You 
have been diligent in small 
matters. Now I will give you 
charge of larger matters." 

Then the steward who'd 
received one unit came forth 
and said, "I regret to say that 
I have nothing at all left of 
the unit you gave to me." 

"What?" she said incredu- 
lously. "How can you have lost 
it all? You owe me an explana- 
tion.” 

Replied the hapless steward, 
"The unit over which you gave me 
charge was taken by the steward 
to whom you gave the five. He 
used it to further his own ends 
and returned to me only a meager 
portion of what was earned. I was 
powerless to stop him." 

"I see," she said. "The figures 
make more sense now.'' She turned 
to the one who'd received the 
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two units and said, "Why did you 
not ally yourself with the 
oppressed steward to help him 
secure that to which he was 
entitled?" 

The Steward replied,'"It did not 
affect me. I was not wronged, I 
had nothing to gain through inter- 
vention and might have lost that 
which I'd worked so hard to 
secure." 

She turned then to the steward 
to whom the five units were given 
and said,"What do you have to 
say for yourself?" 

Replied the steward,'"I thought 
it important to increase my units 
as much as possible. The steward 
that received the one unit did 
not strike me as being a solid 
business risk. I am much more 
capable than he. It was obvious 
to me that I must take over his 
responsibilities to ensure 
success. I saw to it that he was 
taken care of and that maximum 
profit. was realized. He was 
given the opportunity to make 
suggestions. Of course you realize 
that I did.it all for you." 

"T am unconvinced," she said 
dryly. "You have violated the 
self-determination of your fellow 
steward. You gave him no oppor- 
tunity to fail or succeed. Your 
reluctance to risk abrogated his 
humanity. You were wrong to do 
what you did." She turned to the 
steward who'd received the two 
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(Matt 25:14-30) 
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SHE SUMMONED 
HERA sTEWARDS 
TOGETHER To 
GIVE AN ACCOUNTING 


units. "You, too, were wrong. You 
could have helped to prevent this 
injustice, but you were afraid to 
risk what you had. All the units 
were mine including those earned. 
You knew that. Did you doubt that 
I would return? Did you doubt my 
sense of justice and ability to 
execute it? Now all of you listen 
carefully. Both of the well-off 


stewards stand under my condemnation 


for their sins of omission and 
comission. The hapless steward 
will have that to which he was 
entitled and more." 


Why use symbolic action? 


Today we are experiencing the 
fruits of a whole society ina 
state of schizophrenia. The many 
concepts and images that give us 
meaning are no longer connected 
in any true relationship. The 
traditional bi-conceptional images 
that we have used in the past no 
longer have the needed relationship 
to each other giving them their 
full and true meaning (objective/ 
subjective; the one/the many; 
spirit/flesh; life/death; light/ 
dark; time/space; male/female; 
heaven/hell; word/deed; sacred/ 
secular; yin/yang; inner/outer; 
etc....)Not that these words have 
lost their dialectic in the world 
of academia, for in the abstract 
the intellectual knows of the 
necessary relatedness af bi- 
conceptional images. But in 
practice, where they are needed 
most, we are experiencing 
complete bankruptcy. Real live 
issues of male/female, spiritual/ 
material, right/wrong, word/deed, 
individual/collective, are 
either running their own separate 
courses without any apparent 
connection (Example: spirit/ 
matter) or else they are ina 

fight to the finish to liquidate 

one or the other--male and 
female. 

Where does one start to bring 
back meaning in a world gone 
mad? Human beings need meaning 
and meaning comes only through 
human expression, the need 
to create! If we are to bring 
ourselves and our fellow human 
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beings back to sanity we need 
first of all to be able to 
express ourselves.in very clear 
words--words that carry meaning. 
They must not only have meaning 
in themselves but meaning as they 
are backed up by deed. There 
must be a connection between 
what we say and what we do. 
When word and deed are left 
unconnected all that is evil in 
humans flows freely throughout 
the whole human make-up without 
our having the ability to call 
it what it is--DEATH. Yet we 
suffer its bondage unredeemed. 
Since words no longer carry 
meaning without true expressive 
deeds, symbolic action seems 
to be the only tool left for 
us to regain meaning. Symbol-- 
sign--sacrament all carry with 
them more than mere words of 
description and/or objective 
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matter. They carry with them 
whole persons in a moment of 
expression that requires an 
encounter--a relationship. 

A symbol is something that 
points to something other than 
itself yet at the same time 
is that which it is representing. 
In truth the only way humans 
express themselves at all is 
through symbol. How else can 
one create? Meaning is expressed 
through creation. In the best of 
times a symbol speaks for itself: 
it needs no explanation. But 
in times when evil reinforces the 
disjunction of meaningful under- 
standing symbols go not understood. 
Or worse yet the symbol is a lie 
(!) with no connection with its 
object, only partial truths to 
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hide behind. 

In times such as these, the 
truth speaker needs to gather what 
little truth there is in the 
bankrupt symbols and expose this 
truth in juxtaposition to the 
hidden evil. This is what our act 
of pouring blood on the Pentagon 
pillars was all about. The Pentagon 
is a true symbol. It fits the 
definition perfectly. It represents 
something other than itself-- 
American military might, the 
Capacity to destroy all of human- 
kind spread out in actuality all 
Over the globe-- and yet at the 
Same time it is what it represents-- 
in that very building, plans 
strategies and decisions are made 
on how, when and where American 
military might is to be used. Our 
act of pouring blood was an attempt 
to expose in this symbol the truth 
of its evil while using the lies 
of its half truths. Human blood, 
our human blood, splattered on 
this symbol, the Pentagon, which 
hides behind the half truth that 
it defends and protects life is 
a juxtaposition. Our blood, a life 
Sign is juxtaposed with the Pentagon 
whose truth relies completely on 
the bomb. A trust in the bomb is 

a trust in the child of death. 

All that is left to be said from 
the moment that the blood is 
splattered on the pillars is to 
shout for all to hear: "The 
emperor has no clothes on!" 

"The Pentagon is the Temple 
of Death!" 


--Frank Cordaro 


[see] 


I do not know what a Worker 
looks like from the outside. I had 
never even heard of the movement 
until two weeks before I arrived 
here at the house. My guess is 
that people on the whole’ think 
we do fine work and manage, at 
the same time, to do our thing. 
Call our thing what you will, 
for ease I'll call it politics. 
So at the Worker they do hospi- 
tality and are involved in 
politics. I suspect this is the 
sum total for most who bother 
to look at the Worker. Sounds 
simple enough. Such a person 
would say that it is no doubt 
hard dealing with the guests and 
frustrating, since radicalism 
finds little fertile soil, but 
all in all not too bad a deal. 
They even may go on to say 
something to the effect that I 
am glad that somebody is doing 
it, because I never could. 

Such a picture leaves out one 
vital element and that is the 
community. Community, a big 
word, isn't it? Hard to 
define, harder still to describe. 
I will attempt neither. Suffice 
it to say that community is not 
family, nor is it just a 
group of people like the Elks 
or a bridge club. Now our 
community is fairly strange, 
as communities go. (Not of 
course as Worker Houses go. In 
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A Harsh and 
Dreadful Summer 


that respect I assume we are fairly 
typical.) There is no head of our 
community. We are of both sexes. 
Some are Catholics, others are 

not. Most are college educated, 

one is not. Three are well versed 
in theology, at least two could 
care less about such. And on it 
goes. 

The point I'am trying to make 
is that we are really a strange 
group. The strangeness is this: 
many of us are quite different 
from others in the community. Not 
just a little different, but 
fundamentally different. And this 
gives rise to problems. First and 
foremost: oftentimes some just 
do not understand others in the 
community, concerning something 
or other. Misunderstandings about 
motives and behavior are alarming- 
ly frequent. Huge debates swirl 
about rather small questions. 
Decisions made by one may cause 
deep-seated resentments in others. 
The list could go on. 

A second problem, more philo- 
sophical in nature: frequently 
we have a hard time deciding what 
is important or not important for 
us aS a community to do. Some 
think the main thing is hospi- 
tality. Another maintains that 
we are here for spiritual growth. 
At times such fundamentally 
different points of focus cause 
much turmoil which is not easily 
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resolved. Of course the reason 
this difference exists is because 
we have such different reasons 
for being here. Which is directly 
resulting from the fact that we 
are such different kinds of 
people. 

So I maintain that the hardest 
thing about being in a Worker 
is trying to live in community. 
Workers do not die because of a 
lack of guests or money or 
interest. No, a worker dies be- 
cause Of a lack of staff. Catholic 
Workers are not easy places to 
live in because trying to be a 
part of such a community as we 
have here is no easy thing. In 
fact it is damnable hard. 

And so I get to the title of this 
small piece. This past summer was 
not an easy period. I do not wish 
to air our dirty laundry in public. 
Suffice it to say that there have 
been so many major emotional 
upheavals that I cannot count 
them on two hands. The inter- 
personal relations and problems 
have gotten so complex that I 
couldn't recount all the con- 
stantly shifting opponents and 
allies if my life depended on 
it. Please pray for us. Not so 
much that we do our hospitality 
well, because in the whole 
picture of things that is not 
so difficult. Nor that we 
succeed with our political 
program, that is unfortunately 
a very dim prospect. No, pray 
for us that we can learnto love 
and continue to love each other 
here in the Des Moines Catholic 
Worker. Thank you. 

--Mike 
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I like spring, but it is too 
young. I like summer, but it is 
too proud. So I like best of all 
autumn, because its leaves are a 
little yellow, its tone mellower, 
its colors richer, and it is 
tinged a little with sorrow. Its 
golden richness speaks not of the 
innocence of spring, nor of the 
power of summer, but of the 
mellowness aid kindly wisdom 
of approaching age. It knows the 
limitations of life and is 
content, 

--Lin Yutang 


11 


32213§ 438 TOET 


AjtTeqtdsoy Fo vsnoy TAANBTT ‘a8sy 


eueTpul €Tl 


eSsnoy T9yAOM BT[oYAeD 


rg 
@ 
Lp 
=} 
RR 
ct 
Zz 
12) 


(a6 


S9LO-EH7 (STS) 


90EOS BMOT ‘SSeauTOW seq 


eBMOT ‘souTOW seg 


dadiyvd 
eseqsog ss‘ 


uoTIeztue 


ISs7 xOg Od 


AjtTunumoyg TOyIOM ITToOYAeD 


10 31joad-uoK 


Barbarians and Civilized 


We call barbarians 

people living 

on the other side of the border. 
We call civilized 

people living 

on this side of the border. 

We civilized, 

living on this side of the border, 
are not ashamed 

to arm ourselves to the teeth 
so as to protect ourselves 
against the barbarians 

living on the other side. 

And when the barbarians 

born on the other side of the border 
invade us, 

we do not hesitate 

to kill them 

before we have tried 

to civilize them. 

SO we civilized 

exterminate barbarians 


‘without civilizing them. 


And we persist 
in calling ourselves civilized. 
--Peter Maurin 


